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THE u/e/vtfeR-
Official forecasts for to-day indicate that It

will be generally fair.

General Weyler is doing considerable
talking through the holes in his trocha.

If the Ohio Democrats can be saved
through Brice only, the question arises,
Are they worth paving?
Addicks is unable' to understand why

the Delaware Republicans accept his
money and object to his leadership.

The fact that McKinley refuses to
talk seems to cause Mr. Piatt to do
more talking than is really necessary.

Passing pension bills at the rate of
one every five minutes is a policy that
is In no manner calculated to relieve
the Treasury.

Notwithstanding the persistent ef¬
forts to disclose his financial views,
Mr. McKinley continues to dodg« the
interrogation point.
Tom Reed has recovered his quorum-

counting nerve, but it is too late to be
of any practical service to him in the
Presidential race.

Mr. Piatt manages to crowd a great
many facts into his interviews, but at
the same time the Ohio straddler is
crowding Mr. Piatt's candidate out of
the race.

The Montana Republicans have
placed a curb on Sr-nator Carter's bolt¬
ing proclivities, but those of Colorado
have licensed Senator Teller to execute
a walk-out at St. Louis.

In case the Kaiser decides to make
an effort to capture the America cup
he can be depended upon to go about
it in a ma.nly manner. The German
ruler may be peculiar in some respects,
but there are no Dunraven streaks in

make-up.

..tie cut of the Hahnemann monu-

z in yesterday's Tribune and the
del in an uptown shop window are

.curate, the sculptor needs to add a

mattering of knowledge to his ad¬
mitted command of art. "Similia simil-
ibus curentur" may be good art, but
"curantur" would be better Latin.

If Boss Piatt and the Republican
State Committee fall out, either Mc¬

Kinley or the Boss will be shown up.
perhaps both. If Governor Morton
were an Iago it would be a fine oppor¬
tunity for him to remark, "Every -way
makes my gam§." But there is this to
be considered.that the Boss can stand
showing up better than any man in
America. He is annealed to it, and Mc-!
Kinley isn't. The trouble with McKin¬

ley is that because his speech has been
silvern, he thinks that his silence will
be golden. Indeed, his friends are try¬
ing to cojn it for him, but it seems to
lack what Bobby Burns called the
guinea's stamp.

THE ISSUE.
After all, is it the currency question

which most should engage the atten¬

tion of the American electorate?
More than the overworked and

threadbare issue of free trade and pro¬
tection the question of the monetary
standard, of course, has prominence.
But more than either, the question of
Individual right and liberty as opposed
to corporate aggression and domina¬
tion is the vital issue before American
voters to-day.
From the Golden Gate to Sandy Hook

the citizens of this Union are ridden by
corporations. C. P. Huntington and
his pals dominate States; Russell Sage
and his crowd control a city. Each is
a type; each holds in his hands the
comfort or the prosperity of tens of
thousands of people./
Every natural monopoly has fallen

into the hands of an individual or of a

corporation. To go to our homes at

nightfall or to go to a neighboring city
we must pay tribute to the corpora¬
tion which has acquired the monopoly
of carrying us. If we would light our

houses we must pay tribute to a money-
making concern, and in some towns to
supply our homes with gunning water
involves like tribute. We can mail a

letter of a thousand words and feel
¦ure that a two-cent stamp will carry
it to its destination, but for a telegram
of ten words we must pay a quarter,
and doubt its speedy delivery. In Eng¬
land men may dispatch a parcel or a

telegram to its destination through the
post office at trivial cost. In our self-
governing country the telegram must

pay tribute to the Gould family, the
parcel to Tom Piatt.
There is wide importance, of course,

attaching to the currency question.
The honesty of the dollar.a phrase
greatly misunderstood.is matter of
import to every citizen. But more than

this, the question of corporate control
of natural monopolies takes prime
place. The political party which shall
take positive ground on this issue will
be the party which, like the Republi¬
cans on the eve of the slavery contest,
has a live issue on which the 'enthu¬
siasm of the people may be aroused.

the worth of a dollar.
If the money question is to be the

one to engage the very best judgment
of American citizens and voters in the
coming national campaign, it should
be so stated that everybody with or¬

dinary intelligence may apply to it his
own processes of reasoning. Usually it
is not frankly expressed."
For example, here come the West

Virginia Republicans, declaring for
McKinley, of course, and setting forth
as their last word on the currency is¬
sue this: "Every American dollar must
be worth 100 cents."
Excellent so far as it goes, but what

are 100 cents worth?
It does not really seem to be com¬

patible with the dignity and the au¬

thority of a State convention of the
brightest and best minds in the Re¬
publican party of West Virginia to dis¬
miss a really vital political question
with the aphorism that 100 is equal to
100 units, yet that Is all this convention
did.

If all said by the unquestioning ad¬
herents of President Cleveland's finan¬
cial policy were true, a dollar, under
the conditions resulting from the free
and unlimited coinage of silver, would
still be worth 100 cents. If the dollar
in purchasing value goes up or down
it still is made up of 100 cents, and the
value of the cent varies with its value.
The value of a dollar is not to be meas¬

ured by the number of cents it con¬

tains any more than the value of an

orange is estimated by the number of
its plugs. If the orange is big the plug
is big. If the dollar buys much the
cent buys much.
For this reason it is ridiculous for a

newspaper to say, as the Tribune said
yesterday, that a State convention
which merely declared that every dol-
lar should be worth 100 cents gave
forth "no uncertain sound." The
sound, such as it was, redounds as

much to the glory of free silver as of

gold. Every dollar is worth 100 cents.

Every dollar may not exchange for a

fixed amount of wheat or a fixed
amount of labor. Under the single
gold standard the dollar buys too
much work, too much wheat, too
much of anything bought directly from
the soil. But that over-valued dollar
is worth 100 cents just the same.

"W hy not get the currency question
down to intelligent phraseology, even

in political platforms?

SILVER SILENCE.
WilliaiA McKinley, of Canton, Ohio,

is a sensible man, even if he is not an

honest one.

He wishes to be President of the
Unitad States. To further this desire
he strives to avoid such frank and

outspoken expression of his opinion on

a certain vexed question of public pol¬
ity as might estrange any of his
friends. To the violent demand of
Eastern newspapers that he declare
where he stands on the currency ques¬
tion he turns a deaf ear. He is silent,
and his silence is golden.
He wants delegates and gets them.

He straddles ' the financial question
and finds a straddle profitable. The
heathen may .rage and imagine vain
things, but McKinley goes on gather¬
ing his forces on a platform of quib-
bling, evasion and silence. Perhaps
when the voting begins he may suffer,
but who knows? Is there anything to
prove that the men who vote for the
candidate are wiser than those who
vote for the delegates?
Wall Street will have to level against1

the evasive McKinley some weapon
more deadly than ridicule. Up to date
his policy of quibbling and dodging!
has been profitable. If Wall Street
and the great financial concerns do not
like this they must direct their criti¬
cism not against McKinley, but against
the Republican party which applauds
him.

TRUTH CRUSHED TO EARTH.
Butcher-General Weyler, at present

supreme dictator in Cuba, has driven
from the beautiful island which he has
converted into a shambles four corre¬

spondents of the Journal, whose offence
is that they have ventured to promul¬
gate the truth concerning the reign of
terror he has established there. Charles
Michelson, the first newspaper writer j
who dared to describe Cuban affairs
as he found them, and to attest the
genuineness of his news with his signa¬
ture, suffered imprisonment and de¬
portation. Mr. Salomon was arrested
on his arrival In Havana and Impris¬
oned until the sailing of the first
steamer that could take him away.
Murat Halstead, after he reached
Spanish headquarters in Cuba, found
that he could not remain and tell the
truth about the bloody reign of the
Butcher-General. Frederick W. Law¬
rence, who followed the Journal's three
other correspondents and found the
same terrible conditions existing that
they had described, was formally ban¬
ished last Saturday as the penalty of
wiiting the truth s^bout the attempt of
Spain to exterminate the Cuban pa¬
triots.
Of course, to the Journal the annoy¬

ance caused by the interference of the
Spanish despot with its plans for pre-'

sentingr the news of the world to its
readers is only a trifling consideration
by comparison with the circumstance
that the Butcher's effort to suppress all
information concerning his bloody work
on the fair island that he has desolated
Presages even more hideous carnage.
if that be possible.to come. But did
Butcher-General Weyler ever read the
\ erses by William Cullen Bryant, that
have been translated into Spanish as

well as almost every other European
language, concerning the temporary
subjugation of truth? We would com¬

mend those lines to his perusal, while
reminding our readers that in spite of
every effort of the tyrant to crush
Truth to earth, the Journal will con¬

tinue to publish all the news of Span¬
ish atrocities in Cuba, until Error, al¬
ready vanquished and writhing in pain,
dies among his worshippers, and the
oppressed island is free.

A PREMIUM ON DIALECT.
It was an unsophisticated French¬

man on his first voyage who once upon
a time, arriving in London of a Sun¬
day and finding that city doleful after
his beloved Paris, fled incontinently to
Edinburgh for lighter amusement! New
York occupies in its Sunday morality
a somewhat middle position between
the British metropolis and the beauti¬
ful Scotch seat of learning and pure
English.
And now it is proposed.though in

certain quarters they deny it.that
Ian MacLaren," who in ecclesiastical

pursuits rejoices in the name of the
Rev. John Watson, D. D., shall take
the pulpit of the Broadway Tabernacle,
formerly filled by Dr. Taylor. The gen¬
tle author of "Beside the Bonnie Briar
Bush" and "Days of Auld Lang Syne"
is unquestionably a charming writer,
and his books are delightful reading,
but is it wise to destroy the illusion?
Were it not better to seek in other
quarters and let the able literary light
linger in our memory as the inventor
of pleasant pastorals and Highland
fancies, rather than to have him as

the severe, stern adjuster of our mor¬

als, the custodian of our virtues and
the strict censor of public life In this
much governed city?
Let the reverend gentleman talk to

the Yale Theological School; let him
continue through the States on a lec¬
turing tour, and let his be the mission
to give the dear public a two hours'
look at. a famous literary man-^at the
usual prices of admission; but are we
in New York ripe for the deadly seri¬
ousness of Edinburgh, even If filtered
through the Sefton Park Scotch Pres¬
byterian Church of Liverpool? The
naive inhabitants north of the Harlem
have done their worst, and we suffer.
Let us not pile on the agony.

It is the innings of the Scotch burr,
and we frankly admit it. We have en¬

joyed Barrie, enthused over Black,
lauded MacLaren, and for years have
stood bravely by Bobbie Burns. Ste¬
phenson has even been forgiven for
his occasional lapses, and the end is
not yet in sight; but there is a point
where forbearance ceases. We are

gradually getting in shape morally for
the Sabbath of the Scotch. TVe are go¬
ing unshorn; we are drinking water
with our Sunday meals, and, little by
little, we are approximating the beatic
conditions necessary, but we are not
yet quite up to the full measure of it.
Think, too, of the procession of dia¬

lect novels that would be certain to

foljpw a lucrative appointment to a

New York pulpit! the flood of incom¬
prehensible talk of lads and lassies in
various stages of pathos and hardship,
and pause, O wealthy directors of New
York churches,* before you put this pre¬

mium on these wily men from the
banks and braes of Bonnie Doon.

Now that the Postmaster at Chicago
has taken him out of the political
arena President Cleveland will no
doubt have time to prepare a procla¬
mation of recognition of Cuban bellig¬
erency.

It is not necessary for General Alger
to come all the way to New York to
assure the public that Mr. McKinley is
a sound money man when one word
from McKinley would do the business.

The unprecedented and marvellous
growth of the popularity of the bicy¬
cle causes the student of events to
pause and ask himself, what next? The
answer to this question is not so very
difficult if the causes that lead to the
popularity of the bicycle are taken into
account. It is women who have by
their great interest induced the bicycle
boom. They like the sport because it
is intensely exhilarating. Nearly all
girls are fond of swinging, and the
gravity railways a»nd toboggan slides
count three-fourths of their patrons
among the fair sex. It is the exhilara¬
tion caused by rapid flight through the
air that is the factor that must be
taken into account when we are con¬
fronted with the query; After the bicy¬
cle, what? And now comes Professor
Alexander Graham Bell, whose name
is a household word, and tells us that
he has seen a flying machine that flies;
that it is a success, and that its in¬
ventor is no wild-eyed theorist, but
none other than Professor Langley,
secretary of the Smithsonian Institu¬
tion. Professor Langley has solved the
problem of the future. When every
able-bodied man, woman and child, in¬
cluding Chinese and Africans, is
equipped with a wheel, the factories
that are now making them will doubt¬
less start turning out Professor Lang-
lfey's aerial machines. The new woman
wheels in a manner to startle the con¬

servative world. The newer woman
will be still more startling; she will
flyi

The Alleged Apparition
of the Virgin Mafy.

Tllly-sur-Seulles, May 4..Miracles are
not such common occurrences that one can

reasonably object to putting one's self to some
inconvenience to witness them. Convinced
of this, I have made a pilgrimage to Tllly-
sur-Seulles, the out of the way hamlet in
Normandy where constant apparitions of
the Virgin Mary are reported to be taking
place. The nearest station to the favored
village Is a rural depot on the line from
Paris to Cherbourg, where before the ex¬

citement began a couple of passengers used
to descend per day from the one or two
omnibus trains condemned to stop at it to
the trial of the patience of other travellers.
All this is altered now, and crowds are be¬
ing seen in the country for the first, time
since the deluge. People are flocking into
the outlandish spot not merely from the
local towns, but even from Paris and all
the big cities of Northern France. English
tourists are beginning to turn up and the
railway companies are talking of organizing
excursion trips. As soon as you are out of
the train it is clear that something un¬

usual is on foot. Everything on wheels that
the country boasts for miles round is wait¬
ing to cart visitors over the three or four
miles of road to Tllly-sur-Seulles. Thecutest
peasants of all France are to be found
In Normandy. The drivers of these ram¬
shackle vh'"'*0 would give points to a

Parisian cabman at bargaining and over¬

charging.

My jehu took a fare it would be no mis¬
take to call miraculous out of me, but I
took It out of him in talk. He had all the
details about the miracles on the tip of his
tongue. They date from the middle of last
March. One afternoon toward 4 o'clock the
children of a school kept by Catholic Sisters
were assembled to receivo religious Instruc-
tiooi. At the close of the lesson the Sister
who gave it fervently exhorted her schol¬
ars to distinguish themselves by their good
conduct, promising them that if they did
the Holy Virgin would reward them. She
had no sooner made this assurance than
one of the young girl scholars exclaimed:
"But I can see the Holy Virgin."
All present looked in the direction on

which the child's eyes were fixed, and dis¬
tinctly saw what seemed to be a life-size
statue standing before a tree in a hedge
several hundred yards off. The statue was

easily recognizable as that of the Virgin
carrying the Infant Christ in her arms.
The feet of the figure seemed to be rest¬
ing on a rose-tinted cloud, «nd It was en¬

veloped In a flood of light of exceeding
brilliance. Several days passed without this
extraordinary phenomenon being repeat¬
ed. bnt on the Thursday before Easter the
school children again observed it, the
statue this time appearing to be shrouded
in a veil. On Easter Sunday it was dis¬
tinctly visible throughout the entire day,
but It has not been seen since from the
convent.

However, the apparitions continue to be
visible to the chosen few who are indulged
with a sight of them in the Immediate
neighborhood of the spot where they take
place. After a jolting ride at snail's pace
I reached the scene of the miraculous oc¬

currences. A number of extra gendarmes
had been drafted in from surrounding lo¬
calities and were keeping in order a crowd
of several hundred persons. I spoke to
one of them, and he told me the police had
a good deal of trouble with the pilgrims.
The reason, is they are very much in ear¬
nest and wont stand any nonsense.
Several persons who had ventured to cast
reflections on the genuineness of the mira¬
cles have been very roughly handled, and
a cabman who drove on to the sacred spot
had his vehicle smashed to atoms and nar¬
rowly escaped with his life. The scene of
the apparition is a field a little way from
the village, on the road leading to the
famous old Normandy town of Caen. I
have just returned from my first visit, and
a strange sight it has been. On leaving
the road you cross a meadow sloping up
the side of a steepish hill. At the entrance
a notice board is fixed up, bearing the in¬
timation, "No blaspheming here." On the
far side of the field Is a quick set hedge,
and growing up amid It is a stumpy elm
tree. This tree Is the centre of attraction,
for it Is amid its branches that the ap¬
paritions are seen. One thing is certain.
if the apparitions last much longer the elm
tree wont. It is already completely stripped
of its bark, which has been carried away
in small pieces by the faithful. The knives
of the believers have even been at work on
the tree itself, which is all In notches
from the chips that have been sliced off.
The spectators are gathered round about
the tree. Most of them are on their knees,
though at the time of the visit I have just
made it was raining hard and the ground
was little better than a puddle. Fixed in
the branches are lighted candles of a

variety of sizes, placed there by devout
persons. Most of those present join in the
canticles that are chanted perpetually
throughout the day and the greater part of
the night.

I told my neighbor that I could see noth¬
ing, but he consoled me by assuring me
that this was often the caBe at first. He
had paid a score of visits without result
as yet, but he was sure his turn would
come. As we were talking in a whisper a

young woman close by us started to her
feet, as one struck by a shock, and cried
out: "I see it! I see it! I see the light!"
The chanting stopped and everybody stared
hard at the tree, but to no purpose, I sup¬
pose, for nobody else declared they saw
the vision.

I have since spoken with a man who has
seen the apparition. Arcade Noel is his
name. He Is a jovial looking peasant, and
told me he was always a sceptic up to the
moment of the miracle. But this is the
story, word for word, as he gave it to me:
"On Friday last I was ploughing, when

I saw the Abbe Fontenay go past on his
way to the field. I called to him scofiingly:
'If you see anything, mind and let me

know.' I had scarcely spoken the words
when I was dazzled by a blinding light
coming from the miraculous tree'. I left
my plough, and in spite of myself fell on

my knees and clasped my hands. Then I
called to some quarrymen who were work¬
ing close by to come and see the marvel.
When they came up It was too late. All
they saw was a glimmer of light that grad¬
ually faded away."
The man made me this narration with

evident sincerity, and it was clear that he
fully believed what he was saying. I am
not so sure of the sincerity of the Inhab¬
itants in general. They are reaping a rich
harvest by the Influx of visitors. But the
truth about the matter cannot be settled,
off-hand. I shall speak with all the per¬
sons who have seen the apparitions. Per¬
haps I shall see them myself. The result
of my Inquiry must be the matter of an¬
other communication.

RALPH DERECHEF.

The Coming Down of >Ir. Piatt.
[Washington Poet.]

They are not gl7lng Mr. Piatt a chance to
come down gracefully. On the contrary, they
are disposed to force him to a dull thud fali.

LITERARY SHOP-TALK.
It is the misfortune of some authors

to come to public notice first with work
that has a quality they ever afterward fail
in attaining. To recount the novelists of
whom one has expected improvement,
where only an increase in mediocrity has
resulted, were to waste words. It is not
so much the thing that Mr. Stockton had
in mind in his famous short story that one
is now considering; it is rather the ease
with which many writers seem to flag,
rather than grow stronger in power. It has
never been possible to say this of Gilbert
Parker. From the time that he first gave
us "Pierre and His People," a few years
ago, there has been constant improvement,
an increase in seriousness of purpose, an

adding to the quality of the technique.
So, when he wrote "When Valmond Came
to Pontiac," one thought that he had
reached his highest point. It was a ten¬
der, sweet romance, a story to linger pleas¬
antly in the memories of all men and
women blessed with moments of senti¬
ment. But "Valmond" is, after all, to his
newest work, "The Seats of the Mighty,
as is an etching to a large-sized canvas.
With however much of predilection for

the matter-of-fact studies of Henry James
or Howells one may approach this novel
of Mr. Parker there can remain little
but complete admiration. It is as fine an

example of the historical novel as has been
done In English. On the broad canvas Is
painted, vividly, forcibly, a story that
holds the reader's Interest from the first
p'.ge to the last. It is a romance of old
t lebec that Is told, and in the portrayal
o.- tho stirring adventures of Captain Rob¬
ert Moray, of Virginia, there is plenty of
good blobd and bone. The Captain Is a

hostage to the French; he is subjected,
on account of papers in his possession
and compromising La Pompadour, to all
manner of durances; his courtship Is at
all' times under the guns of the enemy in
general and the rivalry and devilish inter¬
ference of Doltaire, the King's bastard;
his final winning of his wife and the Cita¬
del of Quebec, where he suffered so much
at the hands of the French, Is a march
through battle and dangers most oppressive.
Yet this is no mere story of blood and
thunder; so deftly are some of the half
fa~ts of the actual woven with the in¬
ventions that the reader emerges with per-
hnps a more vivid notion of the days
of Montcalm and Wolfe than ever faithful
history could give him.

It Is to be noted that in the matter of
technique the moderns are making rapid
strides forward. Here is a novel, full of
the lust of exciting adventure, yet so nice¬
ly balanced, so carefully woven, as to
give ground for no reproaches of the "mere
sensationalism" sort. The characters are

not mere cloaked figures that pass before
us swinging swords or curses; they have
life; lor their good or their evil attributes
they win respect. We have Doltaire; a

subtle etching. The son of a King and a

peasant: of wonderful cleverness, ever ap¬
plied to selfish ends; of hateful eloquence,
of habits rather than principles, some of
them carelessly kind; cynical, yet not sor¬

did; urged to some sort of integrity by his
peasant part; a mannered courtier; yet
nothing in him wholly honest. Against him
is pitted Moray, of a certain blunt clever¬
ness; brave' to foolhardiness; honest to
his country and his love. There are minor
figures: Gabord, the French jailer; Ma-
thilde, the half-witted woman of scarlet;
Bigot, the Intendaut of the town. General
Wolfe is brought in only toward the end,
In a few lines; yet the picture of him is fine
and clear. !
The volume is published by the Apple-

tons.

Young gentlemen about to stake theli
wealth and their position in life against
the possible happiness to be obtained by
marrying a public dancer may safely be
advised to read W. E. Norrls s new no^el.
"'The Dancer in Yellow." It is true that
& good many of the results pictured in
this story are a trifle foreign to American
circumstances, but in the main the same

deductions hold good. The younger son

of a Baronet marries Daisy Villiers, known
all over London and the United Kingdom
as the "Dancer in Yellow." One fancies that
Mr. Dudley Hardy in his famous poster for
Jerome's "To-Day" had something to do
with suggesting this heroine to Mr. Nor¬
rls, for he pictures just such a breepy,
light-headed, pleasure-loving young person,
with all her soul in her spectacular art,
as one may readily construct from a sight
of the aforesaid design. The marriage,
chiefly by Daisy's desire, is kept secret.
The younger son has a father to whom dls
closure of the marriage would mean death.
Daisy is certain that, as a married woman,
much of her popularity on the stage would
pass. On this side of the water that ob¬
jection has rarely had much weight. Mr.
Norrls should study the mental position of
the stage favorites who heap up marriages,
as they do jewels, for the sake of display.
In this story, however, the premises are

just. There ensues between the couple an

absence of a year or two. When the hus¬
band returns he finds the wife has ap¬
parently forgotten that she has ever loved
hi:n. Her familiarity with a multitude of
admirers horrifies him. Gradually they
drft further and further apart. The dancer
tells him plainly that she prefers her lib¬
erty to anything else in the world. He
even suspects her fidelity. And yet, all
the time it is shown that she loved him
long after he had ceased to care for her.
Her death is made really pathetic.

It Is In the chapters that picture the sort
of conversation to be heard in any assem¬
ble of men where a public stage favorite Is
the topic that the chief interest lies for
any one thinking of continuing as a pri¬
vate citizen while having to wife a public
performer. The remarks made, the allu-
sions pointed and the general tone em¬

ployed are all calculated to make the stage
door barnacle give himself pause.
D. Appleton & Co. publish the book.

'

In "His Honor and a Lady" the literary
spell of John Oliver Hobbes goes further than
the title. Here It Is found in the neatness of
phrase, brief, witty characterizations, sen¬
tences that tempt piracy such as the au¬
thor of "Some Emotions and a Moral" has
used to replace long descriptions and an¬

alytical borings after motive, but without
that author's cynicism and Intimations of
moral dry rot. In this respect the latest
work Is a distinct advance on the previous
books of Sara Jeanette Duncan. "His
Honor and a Lady" is an Anglo-Indian tale
of flirtation and bureaucracy, which In
most Anglo-India tales seem to go hand in
hand. It Is a story of deeper import, how¬
ever, than Mr. Kipling's record of doings
at Simla and Calcutta. Nemesis Is prompt¬
ly and in most Ingenious fashion at hand.
The Hon. Mr. Ancram's offence finds him
out, but he is not found out. This Is al¬
together a different thing and by no means
as satisfactory as Nemesis's old way of
conducting such matters. Publicity is the
best part of getting even. The Hon. Mr.
Ancram succeeds to honors and public es¬
teem. In Mrs. Church and Rhoda Daye
Mrs. Cotes has cle.verly and delicately de-
fined two different and Interesting, if un¬
usual. types of women. These, with clever
dialogue and bright pictures of Indian life,combine to make one of the most readable
books of the early season.

Colonel North
As Me Was

London, May 6..Colonel John Thomas
North, the nitrate king, who has just died,
was one of those self-made millionaires
who are rapidly becoming numerous in
England, but who a little time a^o were
unknown here. The others are not all as
attractive and in some ways admirable as
was North. In appearance he perpetuated
one of the types with which artists fre¬
quently depict Englishmen.that is to say,
he was big and burly, red-whiskered, rosy-
cheeked, with heavy features, a loud voice,
a bluff manner, and was a man who carried
with him an atmosphere of vigor, force and
self-reliance. He was as humbly born as
almost any man in England, and had but
the slenderest advantages of schooling and
early comforts. While a journeyman in a
steam plough works he was sent to Peru
in charge of some machinery. He found
there the nitrate which afterward made
him his millions, but he got his start and
the money to make it with by providing
the nitrate region with water. There was
water there, but it flowed in springs under¬
ground, and was very brackish and unfit for
use. He was the first man to condense
and distill it, and with the money that the
Peruvian Government save him for this
work he employed tank- steamers and
brought water there from Arica to be dis¬
tributed over the country.

Peru owed him a great deal, but was
without money, and he took his pay in
nitrate. When he returned to London with
a small fortune he doubled and trebled it
by operating the nitrate market there. If
he did not spend money as fast as he made
it he at least scattered it about like a lord
of tradition. He bought a great estate at
Eltham, called Avery Hall, and this he
crowded with modern appliances, articles
of luxury and all such things as only the
rich can afford themselves. The place
quickly became a museum of tapestries,
marbles, armor, hangings, plate and paint¬
ings in great number, but of such charac¬
ter as to justify his own assertion that he
knew very little about either pictures or
politics. He used to go to Avery Hall on
Fridays and stay there until Monday, keep¬
ing the place as crowded and as busy as if
it were a great hotel in town, and dining
every night at the head of an immense
table in the company of men who were
Invited there by such loose commands as
"come yourself and bring all your friends."
or, "come, and bring some nice people
with you." He had a great dancing hall,"
with a band gallery in it and a band in
the gallery. He supplied himself with the
command of a local militia regiment, and
delighted in being called "Colonel North."
His stab'.es were full of thoroughbred
horses, and were said to be as grand as
his picture galleries. His dog kennels; his
cow sheds, his very pigstyes, were finer
than anything of the sort ever seen in Eng¬
land. His woods were full of well-stocked
covers and afforded hundreds of persons
grand sport in every season.

With the beginning of each week he
ceased to be the country gentleman and
became the city man. For five days he
sat in his office or made the round of his
board meetings oblivious of society, of
pictures, of sport and amusement, even al¬
lowing the racing meetings to pass un¬
heeded by. Any one who had business in
hand could call upon him, and every one
who did so wa^ amazed to find that business
could be done amid the noise, chatter and
confusion created by the crowd that filled
his ofBces. He conducted his company
meetings (at -the last of which he died)
with the same unconventionally with
which he did everything In life. It was
one of the sights of the town to see North
preside at a Board meeting. "Well, gen¬
tlemen, here we are," he used to say.
"The secretary will read the notices. It
is what he has to do; he is well paid for
it.I dare say he'll do It all right. Now,
gentlemen, this is a good property. I am
satisfied with it. You're satisfied. We're
all satisfied. The dividend is ten per cent,
and that's good enough for any of us."
They tell a story of his growing angry at
one of these meetings, whereupon he
seized a big packet of shares and flung
them angrily away from him. The bundle
hit a reporter on the head. The reporter
picked up the package, and with equal
anger flung it back at Colonel North. The
papers went all over the floor, everybody
laughed, and North led the laughter.

In sport he was a free-lance, and so he
was in society. He raced horses, ran
greyhounds and shot birds purely for re¬
laxation and for fun. In society he went
where he liked, as any rich racing man
or city man can do In England in these
days, but he had no distinct social ambi¬
tion. In fact, his independence and lack
of ambition were all that kept him from
continual association with the kings of the
turf in the swell houses of the land. In
politics he was a Tory of the Tories.as
almost every rich, self-made man in Eng¬
land is. But he didn't always seem able
to explain why he was a Tory, and could
not discuss either the grave or fine points
of difference in party policies at home.
When he ran in Leeds for a seat in Parlia¬
ment he told the people frankly that he
didn't know anything about politics, but he
followed Lord Salisbury, who did know.
He said that was his policy. He hired a

well-read and able man to make a polit¬
ical speech at each meeting after he had
harangued the crowd with jest and anec¬

dote and characteristic confessions.

Colonel North's widow became his wife
when they were young, so that her best op¬
portunities came to her, as his did to him,
later on. He was very fond of her, and
took her even to his politfcal meetings.
But their boy and girl were from the first
accustomed to the softening influences of
luxury, and their parents were shrewd
enough to insist that they should be high¬
ly educated. It is not yet known what ex¬

tent of fortune they are to enjoy, though
it Is not believed that the Colonel died
anything near like as rich as he was a

few years ago. He met with reverses, led
by the great one of the Londonderry mine.
His Midas touch became dulled in time, and
though he may have had the same con¬

fidence In himself as In the past, the
people soon learned that his judgment was

not to be rolled upon to half the extent
that they credited him with frankness and
honesty. At the time of his death, the
most considerable investment he was mak¬
ing was in the establishment of what he
liked to think would become the sporting
capital of Europe. He had engaged to
invest something like a million pounds
sterling in the erection of an enormous
hotel, a sporting clubhouse, a theatre and a

church, together with a race course, gar¬
dens, parks, promenades, electric railways
and reservations for cycling, coursing,
shooting and cricket. Some of tlieattfactlons
of Monaco which we in America do not
think altogether admirable were to be
leading attractions in the Colonel's new

4>lac®. JULIAN RALPH.

Ward Room Mess
of the Montgomery.

Lieutenant W. H. Beehler, executive of¬
ficer of Uncle Sam's clean-heeled cruiser
Montgomery, isn't going to be a naval lieu¬
tenant much longer.
That's the story they tell in the ward¬

room of the Montgomery, anyhow. Lieu¬
tenant Beehler isn't going to resign, nor is
he going to be court-martialed. He is.
about due for promotion, that's all. He1
stands "No. 1" in the list of active lieu¬
tenants now, and his "step" to the grade
of Lieutenant-Commander cannot be very
long coming. When It comes there will
doubtless be somewhat of a celebration la
the officers' messroom, for Mr. Beehler is
a popular as well as a distinguished officer.
Land lubbers cannot be expecter to know
it, but Lieutenant Beehler, late of the office
of naval intelligence, has a world wide rep¬
utation among scientific people, naval and
otherwise. He invented that marvellous
Instrument the solarometer, which has;
lately been adopted by most of the trans-.
atlantic steamship lines, and which all
the naval cracks of the world are trying
to get their respective Governments to
adopt. The solarometer -wouldn't be of
much use in the hands of a landsman, uor
yet in the hands of an ordinary "Jackie."
But in the skilled hands of a navigator
it will locate the position of the ship by
latitude and longitude and correct the de¬
viations of t)ie compass with a single ob¬
servation of a celestial body.all at one
fell swoop, as It were. Lieutenant Beehler
recently took his solarometer to Kiel and
exhibited it to the naval experts of all
nations. Then he crossed the Atlantic with
It a half dozen 01 so times and showed the
liner captains how the American invention
used every day in the week will bring rest
on Sunday, so to speak.

"I'm on record in favor of the Nica¬
ragua Canal," said Lieutenant C. H. Ly¬
man, the navigating officer of the Mont¬
gomery, the other day, during a wardroom
chat. "We took the Government Commis¬
sion out there, and under the direction of
Captain Davis made the survey of the ap¬
proaches to the canal. Here's the blue
print of our work from which the Govern¬
ment has Issued charts. Redgrave made
this draft, and It's a good one"-.
"But Lieutenant Lyman superintended

the sounding and the locations," said Passed
Assistant Engineer Redgrave, modestly,
"and Ensigns Jewell and Sullivan, now
gone to Annapolis for their final exam.,
assisted in it."
"There are several outlets of the San

Juan," continued Lieutenant Lyman, refer¬
ring to the chart. We will run a dam across
here, and that will make the dredged-out
ship channel here at the entrance of the
canal permanent"
"Mr. Lyman, the Admiral signals from the

flagship to know If we have all our ammu¬
nition requisitioned for this month aboard?
What reply shall be made?"
This from Lieutenant John T. Newton,,,

senior watch officer, who Is officer of the.
deck for the day.
"Please send me the gunner's mate before*

answering."
"Yes, sir, we're chuck up, sir. Alnt used

any of last month's yet, sir."
"Mr. Newton, please signal the flag¬

ship that we have our full store of ammuni¬
tion and have made requisition for some
this month."
"Yes, that's another of the navigating of¬

ficer's duties," said Mr. Lyman. "He has
the chronometers, compasses, observations
and all such things to look after; of course,
also the ordnance, ordnance stores and elec-
trie lighting apparatus of the ship. Yet
they say a navigating officer has nothing
to do!"'
Mr. Lyman was In the ordnance depart¬

ment before coming to the Montgomery*!
He was detailed at the big gun factory in.
the Washington Navy Yard, and so was
Lieutenant John M. Poyser (junior grade),
one of the Montgomery's watoh officers,who,
by the way, was a student at Annapolis
when Lieutenant Lyman was detailed there
as Instructor. Lieutenant Lyman has seen
much sea service In the North Atlantic.
China and Mediterranean squadrons, and
so has the senior watch officer, Mr. "New¬
ton. who, by the way, is a son of the late
General Newton, the eminent engineer, who
was so prominently associated with the
Hell Gate improvements. Mr. Newton
came from the Texas to the Montgomery
nine or ten months ago.
The Montgomery's torpedo expert Is Mr.

H. S. Knapp, lieutenant (junior grade), who
besides studying all the branches required
of naval officers at the Academy and serv¬
ing some years afloat, took an exhaustive
supplementary course at the Torpedo School
at Newport. "Knapp is equally ready to
blow up a Spanish warship or a sulky fore¬
mast hand," said one of the other juniors,,
"and he knows how to do both in a ship¬
shape manner."

Ensign Thomas Washington was in the
office of the Judge Advocate General of, the
Navy before he transferred his affections
and luggage by department orders to the
Montgomery. Mr. Washington comes from
North Carolina and made his last cruise
in the Alliance on the China Station.
"What. Washington doesn't know about

law.naval and international.Isn't In the
books," said Mr. Lyman. "He's our author¬
ity"
"Only when his opinion happens to agree

with yours," put in Mr. Washington. "We
jaw about legal problems down here just
as people do everywhere, and end up final¬
ly just where we began."
Charles T. Jewell, another Montgomery*

ensign, was In the San Francisco when she
towed one of the caravels over from Spain
to the World's Fair. "We had a crew
aboard the caravel," said he "and we
towed her 4,000 miles at the rate of seven
knots. Luckily, we didn't strike heavy
weather. If we had, it was arranged that
the ship should lay to In the trough of the
sea and let the caravel swing under our
lee side. With oil bags out on the cruiser
that would have given the old tub smooth
svater If the weather wasn't too bad."
"If she'd broken away?" "Oh, she was

fitted out pretty well, and was as stanch
a craft as Columbus came over In. They'd
probably have kept her top side up all
right. But it was only a pleasure cruise,
after all."

Chief Engineer J. S. Ogden was In the
Atlanta before he came to the Montgomery
and spent some months In that vessel in
the filibuster-haunted channels and Inlets
about Key West. "The chief turned the
Montgomery's machinery for all It was

worth when we were looking for the fil¬
ibuster Hawkins not long ago," said Mr,
Lyman.
Assistant Engineer C. R. Emeries,

Passed Assistant Surgeon Lloyd W. Car¬
ter, lately detailed at the Indian Head
Ordnance Proving Grounds; Assistant
Paymaster Martin McM. Ramsay, son ol'
Admiral Ramsay, and W. C. Waldman
paymaster's clerk, with a record of twent."
five years' service afloat.these are tt
rest of the gentlemen who make up t'
Montgomery's ward-room mess, and cc

puse Captain Davis's efficient staff. £


